*    COUNTRY  LIFE    *

It was a cold, raw, foggy day in February $ the wet hung
in myriads of drops on the hedges, and the dampness of
the air clung about you with a dispiriting chillness. I was
passing through Sherwood Forest, and across a farm
brought into cultivation in the midst of its solitary
waste. As I passed a tall hedge, I heard a faint, shrill cry,
as of a child's voice, that, alternating with the sound of a
wooden clapper, sang these words:

* ' ' We've ploughed our land, we've sown

We've made all neat and gay :,
So take a bit and leave a bit,
^ birds, away!"

'I looked over the hedge and saw a little rustic lad,
apparently about seven years old, in his blue carter-
frock, with a little bag hanging by his side, and his clap-
per in his hand. From ridge to ridge of a heavy ploughed
field, and up and down its long furrows he went, wading
in the deep soil with a slow pace, singing his song with a
melancholy voice, and sounding his clapper. There was
something in the appearance of that little creature in
that solitary place, connected with his unvaried occupa-
tion and his soft and plaintive voice, that touched power-
fully my heart; and as I went on, I still heard his song?
fainter and fainter, in the deep stillness. I came back in
the evening, seven long hours afterwards. The twilight
was closing in; yet as I rode over a slight hill, that weak,
melancholy voice again reached my ear. All that weary
day, that lone, weary little creature had been traversing
that field, with his melancholy song and his dolorous
clapper. Never did I feel a livelier pity for any living
thing ! At the same moment I met a little girl, and I saw by
the earnest expression of her countenance that it was hisi

[ 148 ]